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Page Two The Northern
Lumbering Operations in Norway, Sweden and Finland
It ought to be understood that the 
methods of forest planting in these 
countries do not anticipate a continu­
ous reforestration. The waste lands 
that have been taken up and planted 
to forests are expected to reseed 
themselves from the first planting. 
The following article is intended to 
show how that is done and the suc­
cess that has been had in this line.
SWEDEN
The Bergslaget have 750,000 acres 
of fine timber. It is said that their 
lands have more timber upon them 
now than when they started cutting in 
large quantities in 1689. Their woods 
are easily 90% spruce and pine, of 
which the percentage of spruce and 
pine is about equal.
The average stand of spruce and 
pine is 80 cubic metres per Hectar 
solid measure. This equals 14.7 cords 
per acre, loose or cord measure. The 
timber is in very good condition with 
the exception of a few thousand acres 
near Gavle on the Dal river, where 
the spruce is hollow butted. Here 
fully 50% of the spruce has but-rot. 
This trouble grows out of allowing 
the trees to grow to too great an age, 
they should have been cut at about 
80 years of age. This trouble does 
not extend over the entire holdings 
and can be counted as a very small 
percentage of the total. The hard 
woods can be counted as negligible; 
white birch is perhaps 5% of the en­
tire stand with a very small per­
centage of larch, poplar and ash.
The system of operating used on 
these lands is much the same as in 
Norway, at the Nordmarken forests. 
All operating of the timber lands, 
with the exception of the operating of 
the large farms, is under the immedi-
Investigations Made by C. M. Hilton
Norway—When branches are not needed to 
ate direction of the chief forester. 
The Bergslaget have one farm for 
every 375 acres; others have from 
500 to 700 acres size. The office of 
the chief forester is in the center of 
the timber lands in Falum, while the 
offices of the General Manager and 
Executive Staff are at Stockholm.
The timber lands are divided into 
ten districts averaging 75,000 acres 
per district. These districts are 
divided by water sheds. In Norway 
the ditsricts are in 50,000 acre lots. 
Each district is under the jurisdiction 
of the district forester, who under the 
chief forester has charge of all forests 
and forest management. In special 
cases of construction, he has the help 
of the office of the chief forester in 
drawings, engineering work, etc. 
These districts are permanently estab­
fertilize the soil they are saved for fire wood.
lished, and lumber operations are 
carried on, or some phases of forest 
management, each year.
All trees are marked before being 
cut. This marking is done in the 
summer for the winter operations. 
The district forester considers this a 
very important part of his work and 
gives it very close inspection. This 
is not compulsory by law, however, in 
most of the lands. In Sweden the 
marking is very simple and consists 
of a blaze with a stamp in the center, 
the blazing axe usually having the 
stamp upon the head. Each district 
has a stamp of its own. In clean cut 
areas the marking is not done. The 
marker keeps the record of the num­
ber and the size of the trees that are 
cut.
In cutting, the Bergslaget do not 
allow axes to be used, saws are used 
altogether. They use a kind of saw 
for one man that has a spring at­
tached so that he is enabled to push 
it back without its doubling up on 
him. The complete tree is limbed and 
the pulp wood is taken. The odd 
lengths at the top are left for the 
charcoal clips, to be picked up during 
the spring or summer. Electric saws 
for felling and cutting up have been 
tried several times here. Forester 
Eneroth using one each winter, with 
improvements as he goes along. How­
ever, he did not wish to disclose any 
information. They have not been 
very successful. The pulp wood and 
saw logs are yarded, as usual, with a 
sled which is home made. This is 
to protect the young growth.
The Bergslaget are very careful 
about brush, that is, to scatter it. 
The most of their men are familiar 
with this law and scatter the brush 
when they cut the wood so that noNorway—A forest cut over twice, eight years ago and two years ago. This is an average Nordmarken forest view.
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Norway—A stand marked for the fourth and last cutting. Note the loggers’ blaze on 
the trunk.
further attention is paid to it.
The cut of this company is divided 
as follows:




As the saw logs are more pine than 
spruce, and as they are cut longer 
the charcoal wood which is mostly 
tops will run about 25% to 30% spruce 
with 10% to 15% pine, the total cut 
is about 50-50 spruce and pine.
The cut upon the lands of this 
company is about .46 cords, loose 
measure, per acre per year. The stand 
is about 14.7 cords per acre, so the 
average cut is 2% to 3% per year. 
This, according to the chief forester, 
is about the rate of growth. These 
lands have been cut since 1689, if the 
cutting were in excess of the growth, 
the depleted condition of the forests 
would show it plainly by this time. 
The average stand per acre shows 
that the forests are not being de­
pleted.
As already noted the spruce and 
pine are about 50-50%. In this, it 
is different to the forests of Norway, 
where the spruce predominates. In 
order to maintain the 50-50 per­
centage, the pine have to be favored. 
That is, the spruce as a general thing 
reseeds itself, while the pine often 
has to be aided with planting. They 
wish to maintain the percentage of 
pine to sustain their supply of saw 
logs.
They plan to have stands of differ­
ent ages scattered in each district so 
that their cuttings may continue from 
year to year in the same localities. 
They have as before stated, 750,000 
acres of land, their trees are for an 
average 100 years old; then they 
must have 7500 acres of new forest 
each year, there are ten districts. 
This means that each district must 
cut and seed 750 acres each year. 
Often times it is not necessary to 
seed, for natural reforestration takes 
place immediately. After the logs 
have been removed, the branches and 
refuse are burned, but care is taken 
that the mother trees are not hurt. 
After the burning, the reseeding takes 
place immediately if it is necessary 
to reseed.
There are four thinnings of the 
trees, from 25 to 80 years old; these 
are from 10 to 15 years apart. If 
the stand is predominatingly pine, the 
spruce immediately come up when 
thinned because the spruce grow 
faster than the pine after the first 
few years. The general plan in 
thinning a spruce forest is that those 
trees will be cut whose tops will not 
greatly reduce the cover, leaving the 
crowns touching. The mother trees 
in a spruce forest are left after the 
four cuts or thinning, and the young 
growth by that time is so high that 
they will bear a part of the strain 
and serve as a wind break for the 
mother trees. The system of clean 
cutting is done in even aged stands 
of mature forests, where the under 
growth of young trees is scarce; it is 
not clean cut otherwise. The clean 
cut areas can be reseeded easily and 
cheaply; and the growth is rapid and 
even. The great disadvantage with 
the clean cutting is that it often takes
Norway—Cut over for the last time. The standing trees are left as mother trees for 
seeding. Note the new growth coming in.
Norway—Pine 40 years old which has not 
been cut.
many young trees that are just com
ing to their highest growing per
centage. Very small clean cut areas 
are seldom reseeded but are left to 
natural seeding from the surrounding 
trees.
IN NORWAY
In the larger firms the operating 
is in charge of the chief forester and 
the location and individual trees are 
cut under his supervision. The cut­
ting does not start to any great ex­
tent until the ground is covered with 
snow. This is to save the young 
growth. Previous to the time of 
operating the locations of the cuts 
are made and the trees to be cut are 
marked.
There is a law in each section of 
Norway governing the size of trees
Field Day, July 26th, Camp Benson, Newport, Maine
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Finland—Result of drainage in 1910 ; at that time nothing here. The birch is now being 
cut out.
cut. In some sections this law regu­
lates the minimum diameter; in 
others, and in most sections, it is the 
law of scientific felling, as they call 
it, i. e. that the trees must be marked 
by a reliable forester as the trees 
most suitable to be removed from the 
stand. This is the practice that is 
generally followed out here now as 
the minimum dimention cutting has 
been found to be less satisfactory.
The marking is done in this 
manner: the forester puts his mark 
upon the root of the tree below the 
cross sawing area and also upon the 
tree above the sawing area. He also 
puts a blaze upon the tree that can be 
plainly seen by the loggers in the deep 
snow. The cutting is done by hand 
entirely, no electric saws being used 
in Norway.
The quantity cut per year, how­
ever, is far different per area than 
our method. The cut of a stand ex­
tends over four different cuttings be­
fore all of the original timber is re­
moved. The first cutting is approxi­
mately 10% of the stand of the larg­
est trees. The second cut is 20% of
Sweden—An area clean cut and burnt over last year. Note the number of mother trees.
the remaining trees. The third cut­
ting takes 60 to 80 per cent. The 
fourth cut takes all the trees that re­
main, except those left as mother 
Norway—Spruce 60 years old. Cut once, last year. Average diameter, 10 inches.
trees to insure a new growth. This 
is sometimes forty to fifty trees per 
acre, but varies with the new stand 
that is coming in. These cuttings take 
place from five to fifteen years apart, 
depending upon the new growth that 
is coming up.
In the Nordmarken forest the cut 
for 50,000 acres averaged about 50,000 
cubic metres, or one cubic metre per 
acre. This is a little more than 1/4 
cord per acre; about 13,000 cords for 
the district. This is not equal to the 
growth. When the felling is going 
on, all the trees down to one inch at 
the top are cut and piled. The pulp 
wood is taken down to 2 1/2 inches in 
size, and the poles from the tops are 
sold for various uses such as fence 
poles or the poles are tied together 
with wire and sent in as pulp wood. 
Each bundle has twelve or fifteen 
poles. In but two places did I see any 
four foot pulp wood. It is all, either 
in log lengths or in ten or twelve foot 
lengths. When cut the timber is not 
marked but often several strips are 
cut along the length of the log so 
that the bark will strip off during
the driving. The Norwegians are
also careful to cut all branches off 
the tree felled and to scatter the 
brush evenly over the ground. If 
this is not done during the time of 
cutting it is done in the early spring 
as soon as the snow has disappeared 
—note the photograph.
The government report gives the 
total stand of the Norwegian forests 
as 11,162,000,000 cubic feet. They 
estimate the rate of growth to be 2.8% 
per year. Thus the annual growth is 
approximately 312,500,000 cubic feet. 
Another estimate gives the annual 
growth as 342,616,000, and this is the 
estimate that the government uses in 
the reports. None of these estimates 
includes trees of less than four feet 
D. B. H. and only pine and spruce. 
For these quantities it is estimated 
that pine is 45% and spruce is 55%.
The average cut of timber from 
1908 to 1912 gives:
Field Day, July 26th, Camp Benson, Newport, Maine
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Norway—Spruce 75 years old. Cut three times, and to be cut for the fourth time in 
winter of
Cut for export..........121,000,000 cu. ft.
Domestic consump­
tion .........................298,600,000 cu. ft.
Waste in forests........  22,100,000 cu. ft.
Total cut.............444,700,000 cu. ft.
Estimated annual in- 
crease .....................342,616,000 cu. ft.
Difference .......... 99,084,000 cu. ft.
These figures are averages before 
the war and most foresters and lum­
bermen are of the opinion that these 
figures showing a cut in excess of the 
growth are exaggerated. It seems to 
me that if the cut had been in excess 
of the growth, in a country as old as 
Norway that the results would show 
in the forests. From the appearance 
of the forest, the plantings, and the 
rapid growth, my opinion is that the 
cut is not exceeding the growth; also 
that the annual cut will not be in­
creased.
There has been very little trouble 
from forest fires. This due to the 
system of farms and forests, and to 
the fact that a great many of the
Norway—A forest 75 years old. Note the absence of hard woods. This stand has been 
cut three times.
1923.
roads are strictly private. In the 
Nordmarken forests automobiles are 
not permitted inside the forests un­
Finland—A pine and spruce forest 87 years old which has been thinned twice. Note the 
manner in which the brush is spread over the ground.
less by a special permit or when ac­
companied by a reliable employee. In 
this forest the entrances to the roads 
are closed with gates that are operat­
ed from a farm house set very close 
to the road. They do not, however, 
attempt to keep out hunters and 
campers when they are on foot.
FINLAND
The timber lands of the Kymmene 
are in a very easy logging country— 
much easier to log for the most part 
than our state of Maine. The average 
haul to water is miles, often the 
haul tc a narrow guage or even 
standard guage railroad is less than 
that. The slopes are very easy and 
the country is free from boulders.
There are not many large lumber 
or pulp and paper mills owning a 
large acreage of forest in Finland. 
The following table of forest owner­
ship will show this.
Owned by the state.......... 36.9%
Cities and counties............ 1.5%
Lumber, pulp and paper 
companies ........................ 8.1%
Private, farmers, etc.........53.5%
While there are approximately 
50,000,000 acres of timber lands in 
Finland, the lumber pulp or paper 
companies have a total of only 
4,000,000 acres; while the state owns 
18,500,000 acres.
The most of the government lands 
are in the northerly central and 
northern part of Finland. Nearly all 
the land in this section is government 
land. Therefore, the figures upon the 
annual growth and cut are of special 
significance, when it is known that 
the government wishes to sell at a 
very reasonable stumpage rate the 
standing trees on the government 
lands. Mr. Oxholm states that the 
annual growth is about 336,444,000 
cubic feet, and the annual cut is less 
than 162,037,000 cubic feet. As this 
year’s cut is Jess than than the 
average, due to the hard times in the 
wood using industries, the annual cut 
is less than one half of the annual
Field Day, July 26th, Camp Benson, Newport, Maine
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Finland—A spruce and pine forest 70 years old, thinned four times. Note the cutting 
and control board for this lot.
growth. Due to this condition, the 
Finnish government will take long 
term agreements to Finnish or foreign 
firms for the cutting of their timber 
with a price at about 90c per cord for 
stumpage.
The methods of operating in Fin­
land are so much like those in Sweden 
and Norway that to relate the plan 
would be a repetition, except to say 
that the details of management and 
personnel are worked out in greater 
detail.
Yesterday Judge Johnson said news­
papers are cowards and don’t tell all. 
Today Jude called at this desk and 
tearfully requested that we make no 
mention of the fact that Jude got 
hold of some “white mule” last night 
and got arrested for striking his wife 
with a car link.—Atchison Globe.
“What’s all these knives and forks 
for?” asked the golf professional.
“It’s a dinner of sixteen courses,” 
explained his friend. “You’ll need 
’em all to go around with.”—Judge.
Gladys—My dressmaker wrote to 
dad that she would make no more 
dresses for me until her account was 
settled.
Helen—And what did he say?
Gladys—He just sent her a letter 
of thanks.—Boston Transcript.
Field Day, July 26th, Camp Benson, 
Newport, Maine.
Lady (excitedly)—Have you filed 
my application for a divorce yet?
Lawyer—No, madam; but I am at 
work on the papers now.
Lady—Thank fortune, I am not too 
late. Destroy all papers and evidence 
at once, please.
Lawyer—A reconciliation has been 
brought about between you and your 
husband, I infer?
Lady—Gracious, no! He was run 
over and killed by a freight train this 
morning, and I want to retain you in 
my suit against the company for 
damages.—Chicago News.
Author’s Wife—You don’t impress 
me as much as you do your public.
Author—It makes no difference, my 
child—you can’t write criticism.— 
Munich Meggendorfer Blatter.
Valet—Yes, ma’am, he’s at home. 
But I don’t think you can see him. He 
came home very late last night, hung 
his boots on the hat rack, went to bed 
on the billiard table, and at the pres­
ent moment is engaged in drinking 
his bath.—London Humorist.
The cake had been passed to every 
one at the table but Bobbie, age three 
and a half years.
Bobbie—I’ll take a piece of cake, 
please.
Mother—No, dear, banana cake is 
too heavy for little boys.
Bobbie (after several seconds of 
thought)—Well, I’ll use both hands.— 
Judge.
THE SEAMY SIDE
“Father,” persisted the small boy, 
“what is a speculation?”
Father looked up with genuine 
annoyance from his newspaper. “A 
speculation,” he said, “is the seamy 
side of an investment.”
Senator Lodge was regretting the 
sad fate of writers: “Real writers— 
men like W. B. Yeats, say—make no 
money because publishers will only 
push writers like Mrs. Asquith, Mrs. 
Patrick Campbell, Hindenburg and so 
on. Look at the Kaiser. They tell 
me the Kaiser is getting $22 a word 
for his book of memoirs. The publish­
ers ought to remember that his word 
to the Belgians wasn’t worth 2 cents.”
Mary—What makes the leaves turn 
red in the fall?
Maude—I guess they blush to think 
how green they are all summer.— 
Kansas City Star.
Mother—I wouldn’t whip him this 
time, Robert. Wait till he does it 
again.
Father—But suppose he doesn’t do 
it again.—Boston Transcript.
Diner (perusing his bill)—Do you 
make any reduction for those in the 
same line of business?
Restaurateur—Certainly. Are you 
a restaurant proprietor?
Diner—No; I’m a robber.—Punch.
First Collegian—Why did you sit in 
the peanut gallery to witness Shake­
speare’s “Merchant of Venice”?
Second Collegian—So my dramatic 
professor would see me—Pennsylvania 
Punch Bowl. Sweden—A mixed stand of spruce and pine, thinned twice and now 65 years old.
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It Couldn’t Be Done
(BUT HE DID IT!)
Somebody said that it couldn’t be done, 
But he with a chuckle replied
That “maybe it couldn’t,” but he would be one 
Who wouldn’t say so till he’d tried.
So he buckled right in with a trace of a grin 
On his face. If he worried he hid it.
He started to sing as he tackled the thing 
That couldn’t be done, and he did it.
Somebody scoffed: “Oh, you’ll never do that; 
At least no one ever has done it;”
 But he took off his coat, and he took off his hat,
 And the first thing we knew he’d begun it.
With a lift of his chin and a bit of a grin, 
Without any doubting or quiddit,
 He started to sing as he tackled the thing
That couldn’t be done, and he did it.
There are thousands to tell you it cannot be done,
 There are thousands to prophesy failure;
There are thousands to point out to you one by one, 
The dangers that wait to assail you.
But just buckle in with a bit of a grin, 
Just take off your coat and go to it;
Just start in to sing as you tackle the thing 
That “cannot be done,” and you will do it.
—Edgar A. Guest.
STORYETTES
GRAVE AND GAY, EPIGRAMMATIC AND 
OTHERWISE.
A San Francisco lawyer called up a 
sick friend in one of the hospitals and 
asked the usual banal question, 
whether there were anything he could 
do. “Nothing,” said the invalid; “ab­
solutely nothing. All I need is 
money.” So the lawyer went out on 
Montgomery Street and bought him a 
nickel’s worth of marks.
Mrs. Borden Harriman said at a 
dinner in New York: “I am glad to 
see the psycho-analysis craze is dying 
out. Psycho-analysis solved all the 
problems of modern life, but its solu­
tions were just about as satisfactory 
as the schoolboy’s. ‘James,’ said a 
school teach, ‘why are the days so 
short in winter?’ ‘Because,’ James 
answered, ‘the nights are so long.’ ”
For several minutes the ailing 
woman had talked steadily and clear­
ly, while the doctor stood by, listen­
ing carefully.
“Pardon me, madam, but my time
is not my own. I have about a dozen 
patients waiting to see me. You have 
given me all your symptoms in full 
detail, and perhaps you will—er— 
kindly------ ’
He hesitated, but the patient’s hus­
band came to the rescue.
“Marie,” he said, more plain than 
politely, “he doesn’t want to hear your 
tongue any more. He wants to look 
at it.”
Tommy—“What does LL. D. after 
a man’s name mean?
Jimmy—“I guess it means that he’s 
a lung and liver doctor.”
Sir Auckland Geddes, the British 
ambassador, said at a recent dinner: 
“Young men rise easily from the 
ranks here in America because the 
American spirit is so democratic. In 
Europe now------ In Europe one day
a clerk remarked to his employer: ‘I 
think we are going to have rain, sir.’ 
‘We?’ snarled the employer. ‘We are 
going to have rain? How long have 
you been a member of the firm?’ ”
Field Day, July 26th, Camp Benson, 
Newport, Maine.
Ruth Elizabeth White Leon George White, Jr.
Daughter and Son of Mr. and Mrs. Leon G. 
White.
THE FLIRT
The policeman made frantic signs 
to the driver of the car, and when the 
latter slowed down he walked up to 
the driver, a young girl.
“Didn’t you see me wave to you?” 
he said.
“Yes, I did,” she answered. “And if 
George had been here he’d have 
punched your head.”
NOBODY HOME
“Where is the car?” demanded Mrs. 
Diggs.
“Dear me!” ejaculated Professor 
Diggs. “Did I take the car out?”
“You certainly did. You drove it 
to town.”
“How odd! I remember now that 
after I got out I turned around to 
thank the gentleman who gave me the 
lift and wondered where he had gone.”
ON HER, TOO
Doctor to the patient’s wife, on 
second visit: “How’s your husband 
this morning?”
P. W.: “Ah, Doctor, I fear he is 
worse. The directions on the medicine 
bottle say to shake well before using, 
and he cannot stand the strain. It’s 
too rough on him.”
DON’T WAIT
A bright little boy, who had been 
fighting, was reproved by his aunt, 
who told him he ought always to wait 
until the other boy “pitched into him.”
“But,” protested the little hero, “if I 
wait for the other boy to begin I’m 
afraid there won’t be any fight!”
“Love is blind,” said Sally
To a bashful youth one night.
So she jumped right off the sofa 
And turned off the electric light.
Field Day, July 26th, Camp Benson, Newport, Maine
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Editorial
ACQUAINTANCESHIP
The world is built on social lines. 
By the term “social” we do not mean 
alone that fact into which people 
enter by the way of the lighter ex­
periences of life and thus co-mingle 
in ordinary pleasures, but by this 
term we mean also the great and con­
stant co-mingling of society in its 
many and varied groups in the serious 
and recurring concerns of all human 
living. One’s social possibilities and 
relations constitute one’s deepest and 
sublimest life. Man is at his best 
socially. This is the center and cir­
cumference of the “abundent life.” 
This is only another way of saying 
that one lives among his fellows. It 
is not that we elect to do this alone; 
we must do it. How to live success­
fully with one’s fellows and how to 
relate one’s self with his human 
environment is the biggest task set 
for us each and all. Therefore to 
acquaint one’s self with his fellows is 
of great importance. This should not 
be a disagreeable hardship, but rather 
the reverse. We believe the better we 
know people the better we like them 
and certainly the better we are 
equipped to live with and among 
them. There may be and probably are 
exceptions to this, but the exceptions 
are verily not the great rule.
Our Institution of Field Day is 
grounded in a great fact and prin­
ciple. It is wise. Attend Field Day. 
Get acquainted. This will help to 
eradicate differences and misunder­
standings and hence lead to more 
success.
May the Field Day of 1923 be the 
largest and best yet. “Acquaintance 
thou should’st have.”
Necessity is the mother of inven­
tion, who is the mother of comfort, 
who, in turn, is the mother of luxury, 
who—most people now think—is her 
old great-grandmother right over 
again.—W ashing ton Star.
KINEO
the legend of moosehead lake
How beautiful the morning breaks 
Upon the king of mountain lakes! 
The forests, far as eye can reach, 
Stretch green and still from either 
beach,
And leagues away the waters gleam 
Resplendent in the sunrise beam;
Yet feathery vapors, circling slow 
Wreathe the dark brow of Kineo.
The hermit mount in sullen scorn 
Repels the rosy touch of morn, 
As some remorseful, lonely heart, 
From human pleasure set apart, 
Shrinks even from the tender touch 
Of pity, lest it yield too much, 
So speechless still to friend or foe; 
Frowns the black cliff of Kineo.
Yet, as the whispering ripples break 
From the still surface of the lake, 
On the repellent rocks, they seem 
To murmur low, as in a dream,
The mountain’s name, and day by day 
The listening breezes bear away 
A memory of the long ago, 
A sad, wild tale of Kineo.
How many moons can no man say 
O’er heaven’s blue sea have sailed
away,
Since Kineo and his fleet canoe
First vanished from his kindred’s view. 
Hunter and warrior, lithe and keen, 
No brave on all the lake was seen 
Whose wigwam could such trophies 
show,
As the green roof of Kineo.
But wrathful, jealous, quick to strife, 
He lived a passion-darkened life; 
Even Maguaso, his mother, fled 
His baneful lodge in mortal dread, 
Then gathering round the midnight 
fire;
The old men spake with threatenings 
dire
“Out from our councils he must go, 
The demon-haunted Kineo!”
In sullen and remorseful mood 
He gave himself to solitude.
Up the wild rocks by night he bore 
Of all he prized a stealthy store,— 
Flint, arrows, knife and birch. Who 
knows
But some dark lock or dead wild rose, 
The phantom of an untold woe, 
Shared the lone haunt of Kineo?
The mountain was his own; than he 
None other dared its mystery.
Of the wild hunter in his lair; 
But when far up the mountain side 
None sought to meet the savage glare 
Each night a lurid flame they spied, 
The watchful redmen muttered low, 
“There hides our brother Kineo.”
Years passed. Among the storm swept 
pines
From moon to moon he read the signs 
Of blossom and decay. He knew 
The eagle that familiar flew 
Above his path. The fearless bird 
His Melancholy accents heard, 
But glen or shore no more might know 
The swift, still step of Kineo.
Save once. His tribe in deadly fray 
Had battled all the live long day, 
And many a brave Penobscot’s blood 
Was mingling in the lake’s pure flood, 
When like a spectre, through the 
gloom,
With gleaming knife and eagle plume, 
And glance that burned with lurid 
glow,
Strode the bold form of Kineo. 
A hush like death—and then a cry, 
Fierce and exultant, pierced the sky! 
They rallied round that fiery plume 
And smote the foe with hopeless doom, 
But when the grateful warriors fain 
Would seek his well-known face again, 
Their gifts and homage to bestow, 
Gone, like a mist, was Kineo.
They saw him not, but from that hour 
They bowed before his wizard power; 
His watchfire grew to be a shrine 
Half terrible and half divine.
None ever knew when death drew 
nigh,
When into darker mystery 
Of cloud above or deep below 
Stole the sad ghost of Kineo.
But when his campfire burned no 
more,
His solitary mountain bore
His name; and when at times the sky 
Grew dark, a long, despairing sigh 
Down the precipices rolled 
And tempest terrible foretold.
The fishers feared the wind, the snow, 
The lightning, less than Kineo.
Now beautiful the morning skies 
Look on this forest paradise;
The echoes of the grand old lake: 
Fresh voices, loud and joyous, wake 
But underneath that frowning height 
The shadow and the spell of night 
Come back: the oars fall still and slow, 
The waves sigh, “Peace to Kineo!”
—Mrs. Frances Laughton Mace.
Today seems petty in its details, 
tomorrow seems glorious in its possi­
bilities.
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THE FOREST FIRE
the burned area and the green forest.A scene on Turner Mountain. Note
The writer of this article can re­
member, when a boy, years ago, see­
ing forest fires rage for days through 
valuable forest lands with not a man 
making an attempt to control or check 
it. The only attempt to check a forest 
fire in those days was at one’s own 
domicile. The fences and buildings 
seemed to be the only thing that we 
thought we could save from the 
ravages of one of our worst enemies.
If you drive through some of that 
territory, of which we have been 
speaking, after thirty years or more 
have passed; you will see that a new 
growth starting up, but you must re
member that the land lay barren and 
idle for periods of from ten to twenty 
years. It will be a long time even 
now before the land is productive of 
any new crop equal to that destroyed 
a third of a century or more ago. 
It is estimated that a half to three 
quarters of a century is required to 
produce a new crop on such burned 
over areas.
In those earlier days, fires started 
from causes somewhat different than 
today. Several destructive fires 
started from fires kindled to consume 
felled pieces to be used for planting. 
The dry condition of the soil gave 
good feed to the flames that extended 
beyond the original design and a 
mighty conflagration which laid life­
less thousands of acres. A river 
drivers’ camp fire, left carelessly with­
out being extinguished, caused an­
other fire, which destroyed thousands 
of acres of spruce and pine growth. 
This land has been burned a second 
time, fifteen or twenty years later, 
and now lies with little covering ex­
cept fire weed and golden rod.
I said at the beginning that there 
was little or no effort made to check 
or extinguish these fires. It was a 
general opinion in the early days that 
little that would be effective could be 
done. Before any one became greatly 
concerned, the fire covered a large 
area. The crew that could be mus­
tered against such a fire would be 
little use on the whole front. So it 
was usually left to itself—unless some 
one’s dwelling was in danger.
Today this is all changed. No fire 
is allowed to burn in the forests with­
out immediate attention. The change 
began to come back in the eighties 
when it was becoming clear that the 
forest fire was a great destroyer of 
wealth. Of course timber land own­
ers were, and always have been, 
among the leaders in recognizing the 
value of timber so destroyed; they 
were the immediate losers, but not­
withstanding the fact that they were 
the losers it has not been as easy as 
one would think it would be to get 
them organized against the enemy. 
It has taken a long time to get full 
co-operation among them for de­
fensive measures. Probably this has 
been due in large part to their failure 
to see, in the measures proposed, the 
A fire left by a camping party, discovered in time by some fishermen.
degree of security that they desired; 
or in the impractical measures that 
have at times been suggested.
The government too, may be said 
to have been rather slow. It was not 
until 1880 that there were any forest 
fire statistics published for the whole 
United States. Even after that the 
work of gathering facts about forest 
fires was not continuous. So that it 
is well within a quarter of a century 
of our own day that this matter of 
forest fires and the damage they cause 
has become a matter of national con­
cern. It is probably due to the fact 
that they were considered a necessary 
evil. But at the present time, it may 
be said, the state and national govern­
ment is fully alive to the situation. 
They are making such effort as is 
possible to prevent fires, and provid­
ing means to extinguish them when 
once they have started. Liberal help 
is offered in both lines of fire pro­
tection. A system of nation-wide 
education in the prevention of fire is 
obviously the first step to be taken. 
The education had to start with the 
people who thought of fire as a 
necessary evil, and endured it with 
such calmness as they could command. 
At first there was the tendency on the 
part of the average man to feel that 
it was the timberland owners’ fight. 
They said they owned the land and 
it was their concern, for years this 
was the attitude. Today, the average 
man can see that while the first and 
greatest loss through forest fire is to 
the man who owns the land, there is 
a loss to everybody when valuable 
timberland is destroyed. A great deal 
has been accomplished when men gen­
erally depart from the selfish and 
narrow view and take the broader 
look at such matters. It is, in fact, 
everybody’s concern.
Then the education in carelessness 
with fire. We shall have a word to 
say later on about causes of fire, but 
there can be no disputing the state­
ment that much damage has been 
done through carelessness. Yet it 
was not carelessness altogether on 
their part in the early days. In these
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The standing trees were cut to save them.A heavy growth of timber burned over in 1921. 
days our attention is called to the 
danger of fire by a thorough system 
of propaganda calculated to secure 
carefulness. In the earlier times there 
was no such training. Men found it 
necessary to burn their cuttings to 
clear the ground for planting. If the 
fire got away from them and burned 
standing timber, they thought it was 
too bad, but the burning had to be 
done. It was not always carelessness 
on their part. If they did not fight 
the blaze, it was largely due to the 
fact that they lacked adequate 
apparatus and a supply of men, then 
too they did not know how as men 
are trained now-a-days. But, how­
ever, we may regard that part of the 
matter great forest fires occurred 
which burned great areas, in some of 
which cases the land is still unpro­
ductive though that cause. It can­
not be doubted that the losses from 
forest fires has been greatly reduced 
through the system of education in 
carefulness.
One of the greatest helps in the 
direction of saving the forests has no 
doubt been in publishing facts about 
the enormity of waste through burn­
ing. A fire which burns over a com­
paratively small area, appears great
when considered locally, but when we 
consider the facts concerning the 
acreage burned during a single year 
in the whole state, together with the 
estimated loss in timber from such 
burnings, it sets us to thinking in a 
new way. For instance, it is estimat-
Note that the small growth is entirely killed out.
ed that in the year 1908, 142,130 acres 
of timberland was burned over, with 
an estimated damage of $618,816 in 
the state of Maine. About this same 
time it was estimated that the land 
burned over for the whole United 
States was 10,000,000 acres with an 
estimated damage of not less than 
$25,000,000. Of course that means 
that for some states the loss from 
forest fires is small while for other 
states the loss is enormous. Wisconsin, 
during the three years 1908-1911 
suffered an estimated burn of 2,267,- 
000 acres of valuable timberland at a 
loss of $4,016,000 to merchantable 
timber, while at the same time the 
loss to young growth was not less 
than $14,298,000. Minnesota, in 1910 
suffered a loss estimated by her forest 
commissioner at more than 1,000,000 
acres burned and nearly $2,000,000 in 
damage done. Oregon lost in the same 
year, according to the state forester, 
nearly 2,000,000,000 feet of lumber 
with a value of $2,500,000. Those 
mentioned are among the great lum­
ber producing states of the Union, 
and it takes only a hasty look to make 
one conscious of the fact that the 
country can ill afford such losses
Burned area in Howland, burned in 1921.
through inroads upon her timber sup­
ply. No wonder that a horified gov­
ernment set about protecting the 
states from such needless—if not 
worse—waste of one of our most 
valuable resources.
A forest fire must have a cause. 
That cause in almost every case is 
human agency. It is interesting to 
note that the U. S. Department of 
Agriculture, after a careful investiga­
tion of the subject of fire caused by 
lightning, states that it is estimated 
that about 2% of the trees struck by 
lightning are ignited. And the added 
observation is made, it does not follow 
that a tree ignited by lightning will 
spread to other trees unless the 
ground at the base is very dry and 
covered with inflammable material. A 
tree may be set on fire and burn for 
days without setting other trees on 
fire. It is also interesting to note thatNote the complete destruction of all vegetation in this heavy burn.
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A forest fire observed from Bigelow.
the investigation discloses the fact 
that some kinds of trees are much 
more apt to be struck by lightning 
than others, while some will ignite 
from lightning and others will not. 
In a report compiled by the Forest 
Commissioner for the State of Maine 
during the year 1921-1922, the follow­




Brush burning...... 8 25
Campers ... ..............19 10
Incendiary ............ 5 0
Lightning.............  3 0
Lumbering ..... ......... 2 2
Miscellaneous .... 10 11
Railroads .......  17 31
Unknown ............ ...36 21
From this table, which is probably 
representative for all the states, it 
appears that 3% of forest fires start 
from lightning while 97% are started 
by human agency.
These pictures are used by courtesy 
of Maine Forestry Service.
Jesse Lasky has brought back from 
Europe a movie story. “Two down- 
and-out movie actors,” he said, “found 
a snuffbox full of cocaine. Thinking 
it was some new and costly sort of 
snuff, they helped themselves to it 
again and again. Then suddenly their 
chests swelled under their shabby 
waistcoats, and the first actor said 
proudly: “George, do you know what 
I’m going to do? I’m going to buy 
all the the movie theatres in the 
world’s leading cities and combine 
them.’ But the second actor shook his 
head. ‘No, Clarence, I decline to sell,’ 
he said.”
Mrs. Finnerty (reading)—The days 
and night in Greenland be six months 
long.
Mr. Finnerty—Faix, an’ Oi don’t 
belave it! How could a baby yell for 
six mont’s shteady av a night?— 
Houston Post.
WORK
Let me do my work from day to day,
In field or forest, at the desk or loom,
In roaring market place or tranquil room ;
Let me but find it in my heart to say, 
When vagrant wishes beckon me astray, 
“This is my work ; my blessing ; not my doom ; 
“Of all who live, I am the one by whom 
“This work can best be done in the right way.”
Then shall I see it not too great, nor small, 
To suit my spirit and to prove my powers ;
Then shall I cheerful greet the laboring hours, 
And cheerful turn, when the long shadows fall 
At eventide, to play and love and rest, 
Because I know' my work is best
—Henry Van Dyke.
Field Day, July 26th, Camp Benson, 
Newport, Maine.
Socrates lifted his cup—“What this 
stuff?” he asked.
“Hemlock!” replied the cup-bearer.
“Oh!” said Socrates, “that’s all 
right—I thought it was one of those 
d------d substitutes for beer.”
A young woman of heroic build met 
a man who had known her father and 
mother. As he gazed at this plump 
Juno the light of memory came into 
his eyes. “Let me see,” he mused, 
“which side of the house do you re­
semble most?” “Sir,” she cried in 
accents far from mild, “I don’t re­
semble the side of any house.”
NEVER DID I DREAM
I never thought that I should walk
In ecstasy the streets of town, 
Or find a heart more beautiful
Than red leaves fluttering down.
I did not know archangels pass
In human guise among the trees; 
And never, never did I dream
That I should walk with these.
But by my side one went today;
I saw, and I had speech with him: 
And I forgot, who ne'er forgot,
How cold are streets, how dim!
—Harold Cook in Poetry.
• Here and There 
Mr. Hammel, clerk at the Spruce 
Wood Dept. at Millinocket has recent­
ly bought a Chevolet car.
Mr. Norman Smith and Mr. Leon
G. White were lately at the Rice Farm 
over Sunday.
Lonnie Mann made a quick run 
from Old Town to the Rice Farm in 
order to be present at the picture 
showing there. He arrived in time. 
Mr. Mann’s driving crew are now 
quartered at the Farm.
Prentiss Preble, previously con­
nected with the clerical force, is now 
chief cashier in the head office of the 
Packard Motor Co. at Allston, Mass.
Teacher—“Name two of the world’s 
greatest deserts.”
Pupil—“Sahara and the United 
States.”
(Righto, but Oasis are plentiful in 
little old New York.)—Ed.
This said to be the shortest ghost 
story in the world: A lady awoke 
from sleep feeling frightened: it was 
pitch-dark: she was about to reach 
out for the matchbox, but before she 
could do so the box was placed in her 
hand.
WILD LIFE IN NORTHERN MAINE
Courtesy of T. A. James.
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Locals
H. C. Watters started his vacation 
July 9th.
E. E. Brown has returned from his 
vacation.
H. E. Ryder spent one week of his 
vacation in Patten, his old home.
Charles Friend is acting in Bam­
ford's place during his absence.
C. A. Smith and family motored to 
Greenville and Grant Farm recently.
J. B. Pratt is back making the 
wheels go ’round after a sojourn up 
country.
E. E. Brown and party spent a 
week-end at Sourdnahunk lake around 
the first of June.
P. E. Higgins is back pounding the 
keys after spending his annual two 
weeks at Seal Harbor.
Ross Bamford is convelesing after 
a run of typhoid fever. We all wish 
you a speedy recovery.
George Houston resigned his 
position July 1st, and has gone to 
Boston to attend school.
Tasker started his two weeks July 
9th. We’ll tell you where he went 
in next month’s issue.
I. W. Barker spent Sunday, July 
1st, at Sourdnahunk lake with a 
party of friends from Bangor.
L. W. O’Connor is sojourning at 
East Eddington for two weeks, get­
ting that annual coat of tan.
Hon. C. W. Curtis was in Atlantic 
City the week of June 24 attending 
the annual convention of the Lion’s 
Club.
Webster Brown, our assistant book-
keeper, crawled back to his stool this 
week after a very strenuous two 
weeks off.
George Fogg, who left our employ 
last fall to attend school in Balti­
more, is back with us again during 
his summer vacation.
F. F. Comber started out July 1st, 
but no one seems to know where.
We expect him back July 16th all in 
trim for the “Underwood.”
THE ALLEGED HUMORISTS
“Poor Mildred’s husband died from 
poisoning.”
“Well, Mildred can’t say her chem. 
course wasn’t of value.”—Boston 
Beanpot.
“I’m surprised that Black should 
lend himself to any such scheme.”
“He didn’t lend him; he was 
bought.”—Boston Transcript.
She—Shall we make mud pies?
He—No, mud pies gets ye all dirty 
an’ first thing ye know somebody 
springs a bath on ye.—Life.
“Guess whom I saw today, doctor?”
“I’m afraid I’m a poor guesser.”
“Oh! you can’t be. You have such 
a wonderful practice.”—Life.
Reginald—They say the violin is 
the nearest approach to the ’uman 
voice.
Lillian—No, reely? I thought the 
gramophone was.—Punch.
“I wonder how a bachelor feels at 
a wedding celebration?”
“Glad to have a chance to kiss a 
girl without incriminating himself.” 
—Judge.
Neiv Cook—What is the first thing 
you want me to do?
Mrs. Howard—Get through telling 
me how lovely your last mistress was. 
—Nero York Sun.
Bobby (to father enjoying sea 
view)—Muvver ses it isn’t safe there, 
father, and you’ve either got to come 
away or let me carry the sandwiches. 
—London Humorist.
“Congratulations, old man, I hear 
you’re engaged. Good-looking?”
“Well, to be honest, she’s no Venus.” 
“Intellectual?”
“Heavens, she’s not so homely as all 
that!”—Judge.
“You did not return the engagement 
ring when you jilted the young man?”
“No,” replied the heartless girl; “I 
found that he is unworthy, but it is a 
perfectly good ring.”—Washington 
Star.
Mrs. Doctor (to husband returning 
from a hunting trip)—Did you kill 
much ?
Doctor—No, nothing at all.
Mrs. Doctor—You would have done 
much better had you remained at 
home!—Medical Quip.
Vicar (to new parishioner)—I’ve 
just been on a visit to my son at Ox­
ford, my old university. It seemed 
strange to be stopping at “The Mitre.”
Profiteer—Ah, yes. The dear old 
Alma Mitre.—Punch.
The bootlegger, finding himself 
completely hemmed in and surrounded 
by revenue officers, stammered, “Well 
—er—well—I’m glad to see I’m among 
friends—even if they’re not mine.”— 
Nashville Tennesseean.
“Well, anyhow, it doesn’t cost any­
thing to build air castles.”
“The mischief it doesn’t; it cost me 
a diamond ring, a wedding ring, a 
marriage license and my pay envelope 
every Saturday night.” — Florida 
Times-Union.
Hub (standing before mirror)—It 
is going, it is going, it is going------
Wife—Why, John, you’re repeating 
the Coue formula. Do you believe in 
it?
Hub—It is certainly true when 
applied to my hair.—Boston Tran­
script
“Have you any fresh vitamines?” 
asked the young bride.
“Yes, mum,” said the veracious 
dealer. “We got some that was 




He—Was your father very angry 
when you told him of our engage­
ment ?
She—Not particularly. He said he’d 
been rather fortunate in the stock 
market of late, and figured it was 
about time for his luck to turn.— 
Boston Transcript.
Clerk—Can you let me off tomorrow 
afternoon, sir? My wife wants me 
to go shopping with her.
Employer—Certainly not; we are 
much too busy.
Clerk—Thank you very much, sir; 
that’ll suit me nicely.—London Pass­
ing Show.
Artist (to son home for the holi­
days)—I’ve been looking at this re­
port of yours.
Son—How funny! I’ve just been 
looking at this notice of your things 
in the Bond Street show. They don’t 
seem to think much of either of us. 
—Punch.
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THE BANKER
I know you sometimes hanker for a 
great big cage of glass,
You’d like to be a banker, boy, and 
watch the people pass?
I know it looks attractive, but it’s not 
the life for you—
Just think of all the Algebra the man 
must have to do.
Ah! life is very trying in that 
multitude of cheques,
Such a lot of multiplying, such a lot 
of truck with x;
What with adding and dividing and 
the lunacies of y
He will die of too much Algebra—oh, 
what a way to die!
But Finance is less exacting in the 
literary line;
A little quick subtracting is the most 
I do for mine;
And, if nothing else commends it as 
a likely life for you,
Just think how little Algebra your 
father has to do.
—A. P. H. in Punch.
TO MEN, ONLY!
You chided,
When we wore skirts, short;
Derided,
When we wore ’em, long;
We chatter,
As a last resort,
No matter
What we wear we’re wrong.
The last ones
Pick up germs and dirt;
The fast ones
Pick up men, who flirt;
So if you have a panacea, 
Just come across with your idea.
—Charles Irving Corwin in Judge.
Friend of the Family—William, can 
it be possible that I heard you say, 
“Hallo, governor!” to your father?
William—Yes, it pleases poor old 
dad. You see, he never has any say 
in anything at home. Mother’s the 
real executive.—Boston Transcript.
“What's the matter, little girl?”
“Two boys were fightin’ and I got 
struck with a stone.”
“That’s it; the innocent bystanders 
always gets hurt.”
“But I don’t know as I was an 
innocent bystander. I was what they 
was fightin’ about.”—London Weekly 
Telegraph.
To a tramp who wanted to earn a 
bite to eat a woman said: “If I thought 
you were honest I’d let you go to the 
chicken house and gather the eggs.”
“Lady,” he replied with dignity, “I 
was manager at a bathhouse for 
fifteen years and never took a bath.” 
—Boston Post.
Field Day, July 26th, Camp Benson, 
Newport, Maine.
FUNNY FINDINGS
“Two hundred dollars! That’s a 
large fee for your treatment, doctor.”
“Not at all. You save that amount, 
at least, in the diet I prescribed for 
you.”
Fussy Old Gentleman—“You’re 
very young to be left in charge of a 
chemist’s shop; have you any 
diploma?”
Assistant—“Er, no, sir, I’m afraid 
not, but we’ve got a little preparation 
of our own that’s just as good!”
The oculist was examining the eyes 
of a patient and had requested him to 
read the top line of a test card, the 
letters of which ran H P R T V Z B 
F H K.
When some moments elapsed, the 
specialist said: “Do you mean to say 
you cannot read letters that size?”
“Oh, I can see the letters all right,” 
replied the patient, “but I can’t pro­
nounce the blooming word.”
Employer—“I need a man who has 
a wide knowledge of general mer­
chandise.”
Applicant—“Well, I’ve had ten 
years’ experience in a drug store.”
“I have prescribed alcohol—
“Good.” 
“But only to rub with. It contains 
a poisonous substance which makes 
it unfit for drinking.”
“Rub it in, doc; rub it in.”
A certain man suffered acutely 
from bow legs. He was advised by a 
friend to repeat the Coue formula 
every night thirty times: “Every day 
and in every way my legs are getting 
straighter and straighter.”
Unfortunately, he miscalculated the 
number and repeated the magic words 
sixty times every night. As a result, 
he is now knockkneed.
“My little baby girl,” proudly pro­
claimed the young dentist, “is only 8 
months old and is getting a tooth!” 
“Huh!” sneered the young chiropodist, 
“my little baby boy is only 7 months 
old and is getting a corn!”
Doctor—But, my dear sir, I can’t 
prescribe whiskey for you unless I 
am convinced that you need it. What 
are your symptoms?”
Patient—What symptoms would you 
suggest, Doctor?
“Look here!” bellowed an irate cus­
tomer in the general store of Four 
Corners, “You say you won’t sell me 
a shovel unless I get a permit from 
the authorities and sign my name in 
that book. What’s the big idea?”
“We ain’t takin’ chances,” answered 
Proprietor Hoskins firmly. “Gov’- 
ment’s mighty keerful these days. 
You fellers buy a shovel, dig up the 
ground, plant barley, make it into 
malt, and there you are. No sir-ree!”
MY DESK
All that I ask
Is a desk—
With blotting paper white, 
Changed every night;
No litter, but the good 
Company of cool wood;
A glass inkpot, so clean 
My pen can wade therein 
Up to her waist and not 
Be liable to blot;
Also, laid in her place, 
A crystal pencil-case, 
And in that glassy bed 
Pencils new sharpened; 
Nothing to vex the soul 
In the neat pigeonhole.
And, finally, there must 
Be not a speck of dust.
And I would have the wall 
Austerely virginal,
With nothing to intervene 
(Above my desk) between 
The thing I try to see 
And me.
There let me sit
And write at it— 
Content with this
Slim doorway to infinities.
—Humbert Wolfe 
in Wesminster Gazette.
“What profession is your boy Josh 
going to select?”
“I’m going to educate him to be a 
lawyer,” replied Farmer Corntossel. 
“He’s naturally argumentative an’ 
bent on mixin’ into other people’s 
troubles, an’ he might jes’ as well get 
paid fur his time.”—Washington 
Evening Star.
“I notice Mr. Grabcoin and Mr. 
Wadsleigh in earnest conversation.”
“Well?”
“The financial world trembles at 
their nod. They are probably talking 
in terms of millions.”
“They may be, but their very 
earnestness makes me suspect they 
are swapping bootleggers.”—Birming
ham Age-Herald.
“I want a wife,” said the French 
count, “with golden hair, ruby lips, 
teeth of pearl, a silvery voice and eyes 
that sparkle like diamonds.”
“Yes,” replied his American friend, 
“and if you get her it’s ten to one her 
friends will find her in a pawnshop 
before the honeymoon is ended.”— 
Indianapolis Star.
An old physician of the last gen­
eration was noted for his brusque 
manner and old-fashioned methods, 
says the Edinburgh Scotsman. On 
one occasion a woman called him in 
to treat her baby, who was slightly 
ailing. The doctor prescribed castor 
oil. “But, doctor,” protested the young 
mother, “castor oil is such an old- 
fashioned remedy.” “Madame,” re­
plied the doctor, “babies are old- 
things.”
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Field Day
Pinnouncement
THE NINTH ANNUAL FIELD DAY of 
the Northern Club will be held at Camp Benson, 
Newport, Thursday, July 26, 1923. Notices have 
been sent out by the Secretary giving further 
details. We hope every one will take hold and 
make this the banner year. Get there early so 
that the Field Sports may be cleaned up before 
dinner. In the afternoon there will be a ball game 
between the Woods and Bangor Office boys. After 
supper dancing will be in force until midnight, 
with music furnished, by Harold Miller's orchestra 
of seven pieces.
Yours for a good time,
Publicity Committee.
FIELD EVENTS, CAMP BENSON, JULY 26
A Suitable Prize Will Be Awarded to the Winner 
of Each Event.
1— 100-yard Dash (Men)
2— 50-yard Dash (Ladies)
3— 12-pound Shot-put.
4— Potato Race (Ladies)
5— 50-yard Dash—Girls, 12 years and under.
6— 50-yard Dash—Boys, 12 years and under.
7— Standing Broad Jump.
8— Baseball Throw(Ladies)
9— Baseball Throw (Men)
10— 220-yard Dash (Men)




Earle Brown...............  Starter
A. B. Chaplin......................Announcer
Wm. St. J. Murray... Clerk of Course
Ralph Bryant 











Blueberry Green Apple Custard 











I The Secretary is sending out 
return post cards for the pur­
pose of advising the manage­
ment committee as to how many 
people to get ready for. If there 
is anyone who plans to attend 
Field Day and does not receive 
one of these cards, they should 
advise I. W. Barker, 6 State St., 
Bangor, Maine as to the number 
of people in their party, includ­
ing themselves. This is very 




Those planning to go by train to 
Newport from Bangor take notice: 
Train leaves Bangor at 6.35 A. M. 
Union Station. No other train until 
12.10 P. M. Dinner will be served at 
12 noon. Govern yourself accordingly.
’Most any girl will flirt when the 
train is going out.
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Promotion of Vocational Education 
By MR. L. A. WILSON. Albany. N. Y.
State Director, Vocational Education, and Ex-President National Society of Vocational Training 
Continued from July Number 
We went down and helped them make 
a survey. We got employers and 
labor organizations to agree on a pro­
gram of education—something that 
would interest both parties. The 
recommendations called for the ex­
penditure of $100,000 for equipping the 
vocational school and getting started. 
There was not a dissenting vote on the 
part of the Board of Education and 
the money was appropriated without 
one protest of any kind, and they have 
today a very excellent beginning in 
that city in the field of evening 
technical and trade work. I feel that 
in evening vocational work there is an 
excellent opportunity to sell to our 
people the idea of vocational work, 
and, furthermore, let me say this, as 
we go to the public from time to time 
and year after year asking for larger 
financial support, it is necessary to 
have with us the backing of the people, 
of the adults. I know of no better way 
of getting the backing of our adult 
population than by paying people to 
serve them through evening school 
work. Furthermore, I know of no 
better way of developing our un­
reached resources than in reaching 
these people and helping them become 
better workers. In New York City 
today the building permits for the 
year reach 700,000,000 of dollars. The 
building trades in New York City 
today are up against a stone wall be­
cause they cannot get skilled workers. 
They are paying some skilled workers 
today in New York City $27.00 a day 
for a worker and his helper. En­
gineers, architects, contractors have 
been sitting around the table for three 
weeks, four days a week, trying to 
work out some way of solving the 
problem, and I tell you the economic 
loss in that one thing in one year in 
New York City will run pretty close to 
$30,000,000. Nearly enough to pay 
the salary of every public school 
teacher in New York City. And they 
are turning to the public school people 
for help. They cannot expect to train 
workers under the present methods— 
by having the boy start in the first of 
April and then in December in the 
dull season fire him and have him go 
back the next spring and work as an 
apprentice. They must guarantee con­
tinuous employment, and provide well 
organized training which will include 
dull season classes for the thousands 
of apprentices who are to be employed 
in the building trades in the city of 
New York.
I could give you illustration after 
illustration. The textile manufactur­
ers in New York City gave the Board 
of Education $125,000 worth of textile 
equipment for a textile school. “If 
you have any trouble getting in­
structors,” they said, “we will pay the 
bill.” Why? The Board of Education 
pays $5.00 to $6.00 a night for a 
teacher. The textile people wanted 
some courses in designing. They 
could not get an instructor for $5.00 
a night. For $50.00 a night they got 
a girl from the French Academy who 
gave sixty lectures on French costume 
designing. The textile manufacturers 
paid her $45.00 a night and the Board 
of Education $5.00. They wanted a 
course in the chemistry of dyes. They 
could not get an instructor for $5.00 
a night. They paid him $35.00. The 
Board of Education paid $5.00 and the 
manufacturers, $30.00. I could give 
hundreds of this same kind of illustra­
tion, where industry is willing to come 
to us and join hands with us in trying 
to provide better educational oppor­
tunities for these people.
I would like to discuss for just one 
moment one other phase of work__
foreman training. You are all more 
or less familiar with foreman train­
ing. The Federal Board has done a 
great piece of work in developing ex­
perimental courses throughout the 
country in foreman training. Some of 
the correspondence school people give 
courses in foreman training. The one 
man in industry who can do more to 
help us in vocational and immigrant 
education than any other person is the 
foreman. I do not care what the at­
titude of the manufacturer himself is. 
In the last analysis, we must depend 
upon the foreman for co-operation for 
he is in contact with the boy every 
day, in contact with the immigrant 
every day. Here is the foreman in 
touch with his workers eight hours a 
day, five days in the week, and he can 
damn them and call them “hunkies” 
every time he gets a chance or he can 
treat them with decency, give them 
opportunities that should rightfully be 
theirs, and help them to know what 
America stands for. He is the key 
man in industry, the key man who 
represents the manufacturer to the 
rank and file workers. He has to 
interpret the policy of the company, 
plan work and direct men, and in 
order to do it effectively, he must 
know more than the mere technique of 
manufacturing. These courses have 
brought together men who have taken 
work with the idea of going back to 
train men to become better foremen.
In one of these courses, they were 
discussing hiring and firing men. 
Every foreman is responsible for this. 
They discussed it for an hour or so 
and they decided it required an un­
usual situation to justify firing a man. 
One of the men taking a course who 
represented one of the big industries 
said, “I fired a man a few weeks ago 
and if I had it to do over again, I 
would do it.” They asked him to ex­
plain why. “I sent a man to draw 
a pail of acid and the man could not 
turn the spigot with his fingers and 
so he took a hammer, hit it and broke 
it and we lost sixty gallons of acid. 
One of the men in the class said, “Did 
he know it was made of earthenware 
instead of metal.” “No.” “Had he 
drawn acid before?” “No.” “Could 
he tell by the condition of the tank 
that it was not metal ware?” “No.” 
And it suddenly dawned upon that 
foreman that he had a responsibility 
in directing that man to do an ap­
parently simple task—a co-operative 
responsibility. The question was 
raised as to the responsibility of the 
foreman in a factory where they had 
a foreman’s department. Did he have 
any responsibility? After discussing 
it for some time, there was a marked 
difference of opinion but they agreed 
that the foreman did have a certain 
responsibility. He had the responsi­
bility first of all of reporting defective 
apparatus, in not piling any materials 
before fire escapes and to direct the 
men in the use of the ordinary ap­
paratus of his department. They had 
never thought of it.
Just another side of the work—in 
one of the biggest plants in New York 
State the men in foreman training 
work have an experimental laboratory. 
There was a man working there on an 
extremely difficult piece of work, and 
a visitor, marveling at his skill and 
ability, said to him, “That is a mighty 
fine job you are doing.” He looked 
at him in blank amazement and said, 
“What did you say?” He said, “I 
have been in this plant eleven years, 
but today is the first time any man 
said a good word about my work.” 
His case is not unique. Another man 
went into one of the largest factories 
in the state and learned that many of 
the heads of the departments had 
never seen the men who were working 
under them. They were known by a 
number. They did not know who they 
were working for and could not 
visualize the individual. The cheap­
est thing in industry is appreciation, 
just ordinary appreciation. I do not 
care whether in industry, commerce or 
teaching, a word of appreciation is 
worth more to a person many times 
than an increase in salary. One day 
I was on the train with a New York 
State senator. We were in the smok­
ing compartment. We chatted about 
some of the things in regard to fore­
man training work and he told me this 
story.
“Twenty-eight years ago I was em­
ployed by a steel concern in New York 
City. We were in a branch office. The
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main office was in Pittsburgh. I was 
responsible for getting out the month­
ly report sheets. These were for­
warded to the main office on the first 
day of each month. On the 28th day 
of the month the president of the com­
pany came into the office for a con­
ference with the manager. I think it 
was about 10.30 or 11 o’clock when 
the manager sent out for the report 
sheet. I had it nearly finished and I 
sent it in. About twelve o’clock the 
president came out and said, “Where 
is the man who prepared this report?” 
I was pointed out and every man in 
the office thought I was going to get a 
balling out and thought I was in for 
it. The president of the company 
walked up to me and said, 'I just 
wanted to congratulate you on the 
very intelligent way you have made 
out this report.’ I would not have 
taken a thousand dollars for what that 
man said to me. I would not take a 
thousand dollars today for the words 
that cost him nothing. It was just 
the principle of the thing. He was 
the president of a big steel corpora­
tion but he walked up to a clerk and 
said to him, “I appreciate what you 
are doing.”
We had a man on one of our educa­
tional committees in one of the small 
towns who told me this story about an 
employer who had the reputation of 
being the very squarest man in that 
community. He owned a printing es­
tablishment employing about 400 men. 
Every man in the plant knew him. 
They called him “the old man.” If a 
man wanted to borrow a $5.00 bill 
they would ask the old man and al­
ways got it. He spent three or four 
hours every day in the plant. He 
knew every man by name, all about 
their children, he knew which man 
owned his house and whose were 
mortgaged. He talked with them 
about plans for their boys. They 
would do anything for him. If there 
was overtime work to be done, they 
would do it gladly. If a man wanted 
a half day off to go fishing, he got it 
and he was not docked for it either. 
Not good business? Maybe not. The 
old man died eight years ago, and the 
business went to the boy. He was a 
man about forty-two years of age. 
The boy took over the business and 
reorganized it. He had a great big 
office with fine modern office furniture. 
He sat back of a desk in a private 
office surrounded by stenographers and 
desks and it was almost impossible to 
get to him. Those men felt the differ­
ence. He never went out into the 
plant and he lost the co-operation of 
the men under him. My friend went 
into the office one day and said to 
him (he had been a friend of his 
father’s and had known the boy from 
a child), “John, I am going to give 
you a straight talk,” and he told him 
exactly what was happening. He was 
losing the goodwill of the men in the 
plant and he could not get very far. 
He saw the point and he went out in 
the shop after that and spent two 
hours a day out in the plant, stopping 
now and then to chat with a man and 
then going on to another. Today, that 
business is prosperous. Those men are 
working on rush orders night after 
night. There is not a complaint from 
any of them and there hasn’t been a 
strike for forty-seven years in that 
plant.
Foreman training can do much to 
eliminate misunderstanding. I know 
that our work has also been very suc­
cessful from the standpoint of pro­
duction. I am not particularly con­
cerned about that but in one plant 
where • they employ a great many 
women in manufacturing garments, 
they thought they had the best work­
ers before our course at Oswego. They 
sent a representative to take a course 
in foreman training. That represent­
ative went back and put into operation 
foreman training. He arranged a 
conference and called them together 
two or three times a week for two or 
three hours. What happened? Before 
they started these courses they had 
96,000 garments in operation at one 
time in that plant to produce a given 
output. After the foreman training 
courses had been going four months, 
the number of garments in operation 
at one time had been cut to 36,000 
with exactly the same output. You 
can see the result in saving all along 
the line.
Let me say that vocational educa­
tion has come to stay. It is not a 
question of it staying but a question 
of being able to keep up with it. It 
is almost impossible in the course of 
the week to follow the developments 
in the field. Last week, in New York 
City, I was at a meeting of four 
different state and local organizations. 
One association representing the 
printers, the second largest group of 
industrial life in New York City, put 
on one of these foreman conferences 
at our request and brought in superin­
tendents of eighteen printing plants— 
men in charge of from two hundred 
to sixteen hundred men. These men 
spent two afternoons from one to five 
for two weeks in this conference. They 
unanimously recommended that the 
Employers’ Printing Association em­
ploy a number of men to handle this 
work. At the meeting of the Board 
of Directors, the society appropriated 
$75,000 a year for a man to handle 
foreman training for the printing 
trades. I know of four other organ­
izations in New York State who are 
paying anywhere from $5,000 to 
$10,000 a year for men to undertake 
educational work in their industry. 
We have an opportunity of co-operat­
ing with them. There is not a voca­
tional director in this country who 
is not in a position to help the em­
ployer improve this situation.
Field Day, July 26th, Camp Benson, 
Newport, Maine.
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